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THO* truths in manhood darkly join,
Deep-seated in our mystic frame,
We yield all blessing to the name

Of Him that made them current coin ;

For wisdom dealt with mortal powers.

Where Truth in closest words shall fail,
When Truth embodied in a tale

Shall enter in at lowly doors.

And so the Word had breath, and wrought
With human hands the creed of creeds
In loveliness of perfect deeds,

More strong than all poetic thought;

Which he may read that binds the sheaf,
Or builds the house, or digs the grave,
And those wild eyes that watch the wave

In roarings round the coral reef.

URANIA speaks with darkened brow:
6 Thou pratest here where thou art least;
This faith has many a purer priest,
And many an abler voice than thou:
Go down beside thy native rill,
On thy Parnassus set thy feet,
And hear thy laurel whisper sweet
About the ledges of the hill,'
And my Melpomene replies,
A touch of shame upon her cheek:
(I am not worthy but to speak
Of thy prevailing mysteries;
For I am but an earthly Muse,
And owning but a little art
To lull with song an aching heart,
And render human love his dues;